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A Time Unraveller’s Travel Journal 


Day l 


entry: 

back in the days of yore, the 
the testicles of Chronos 
and turned modern-day 
private prostitute / you can 
of any ol' time-machine and 
of man / our entire past 
day. 


Consortia of Erebus dissected 
treated time like an 8-track 
physics into Doctor Who’s 
now drop a dime into the slots 
get whisked into the infancies 
repackaged as a brand new 


entry: 

now I don’t know much about chronology / i sweep 
the streets in this twenty- ▼ fifth century Kentucky town 
but like all “civil servants” trapped in diaspora my gourds 
have kept their secrets here in this ustaarabu bandia but if I too 
could go back in time I’d be the tattletale and run my mouth to 
every Sahel mystic or Songhai imperialist in sight goddammit / 
i’d ride the night on the back of a camel cryin' 


"the Portuguese, the Dutch, and the British are cornin'!" 


entry: 4 

well, I do have keys to the Consortia’s / lab / I’m a 
cheguevaraist with a janitorial degree / never been one for 
Chronos but Sankofa is another / story / i’d create 
schisms and undo chaos / i’d go / back and cause 
change rearranging every / viscious accord / yes i’d 
revise the records and slap the / hands of prim alabaster 
gloved in lavender and w limestone line-breaking 
reconstruction 

what an entertaining thought: 

could I really go back and sink La Santa Maria? 








entry: 

scalping Columbus takes high 
no one the wiser / cutting 
John Smith / shit 
alabaster already did it: 

Mali scientist may have 
hood up on quantum 


credentials leaving 
the guts out of 
maybe gloved 
according to some theorists a 
slept at the wheel and left the 
physics allowing the disdaining 


sons of Europe to unravel afrocentric superpowers turning all of 
black history into a newly oppressed people's hoodoo / such 
explains why beneath two feet of snow there is always three feet 
of tar / perhaps with one fell swoop I could undo this dire 
entireness / this apocalyptic conundrum / this plague of 
apoplexy. 

entry: 

but could I w be the hero for Our Beautifully Dark 
Hordes™ and still be holed up in this bottom? 

entry: 

could i surrender it all just to be a superhero in 

secret? going down as the miracle worker and be The 

World’s Most Elaborately Immaculate Unknown 

Martyr? 

entry: 

and of the consequences? is X nonexistence the 
fare for a selfless sacrifice and 
what of my family? 


my wife, 
my children. 


if I change a time-line would that include our love would I erase 
every memory and tender moment? could I? would that mute 
every leaning of us into us / exchanging new but unknown 
destinies for the near certainty of dust-to-dust rendering 
moot my own propriety / my morality / my rightful¬ 
mindedness? 


could I be so 
to save my 
important 
d a s h i k i s 
wither away 

I don’t wanna die 


willing dragging shadows into the dark just 
people un-enslaved? I mean nothing is more 
than my family but if I re-dress today in 
instead of cummerbunds would I in return 
_ and die? 


but i tire paying licensing fees for 
disingenuous with dawn / no one 
are silent with history 


daylight to those 
inherits the sun if they 


I’ll sleep on it and hope i don’t betray 
(bluetoothed pillows are standard- 


myself in slumber 
issue and connect 


wirelessly to the NSA / an uncle once in a dream stole silver 
and the Trancing Authority mistook his nocturnal monologue 
as confessions of guilt / spent 17 months in chains until he was 
cleared ‘unconvicted’ they called it) - but it sounds like my 
decision is made 


yes. I think this is the done deal. 









entry: 

my teleportation transfer ticket has expired for today so no 
scooting home across the stratosphere with double helixes 
scattered then piecemealed some eighty miles away and no 
unlicensed jetpacking after dark / I could take a horse & buggy 
but have you seen the cost of apples or sugarcane - Ten Broeck 
Goddam! and just try feeding a cube or two of sweet-n-low to a 
Shetland pony / let’s see how far that gets you. 


Day 4 


entry: 

can’t take iron into the past so black words will be my remedial 
rifle but it’s not anger not even angst just tired of the 
disenfranchised indifference where ^ the whites of their 
eyes roll at 'black power' slogans where real 

liberation is the loudest winter / and I'm so tired of all of 
this fuckin’ winter being on / my permanent record 

I never learned liking the / taste of drought and in most 
societies there are seasons / for torrential rains / earthy 
grains for harvest / I / want my people to fall back into 
the earth spreading / arms and legs freely / making 
sun-angels in the grass / fingers flirting with every green 
shaft remembering how / good “pood” feels... 

entry: I 

...or 'greatness' when's I the last time we talked about black 
greatness without | deferring to athletes & soul 
singers / some idol- worshippers all of us sending text- 
praises to Saint Simon our great digital calf / his head hangs in 
display at the Smithsonian / disco-balls for eyes / Sinatra’s first 
gold hit sits aureola-like behind him - it's creepy / many times 
I've had to clean it. 


entry: 

800 years of post-slavery trauma / an overly-dramatic 
dysfunction that sociologists claim is our innate state / that it’s 
in our dna to be a natural danger with penchants for awakening 
as the strangers to ourselves dreamed up by Darwin but damn 
him and the orangutan he rode in on / once I open up the worm- 
hole I'll rewrite this evolutionary synthesis proving to the 
Agnostics there was never inertia to the Tertiary World that 
black socio-sedimentarialism does not equate to sedentary 
lifestyles that educated guessing does not validate the side- 
effects of slavery / that the "freedom to amuse" does not replace 
a free man's need for mules or many many acres or for many 
muses all one’s own. 

entry: 

maybe I have some anger 

my every word ruined with r resentment and 
shaved on soapstone until sharp / and stainless / my 
undocumented Sankofa a real / soft shank / but if I do 
reverse time and I change / every event since then 
then I’m going to miss / Basquiat's art and Baldwin's 
words and Bearden's cut- / ups / if only I alone am left to 
remember then I'll / emote a long low moan for 
Muddy Waters a / round of whi s key black coffee for 
Eunice Waymon: / libations for a better living and a 

fuller liberty. ^ 







entry: 

of course there are papers to sign permissions to be gained 
liability waivers to be signed and visa applications approving 
time travel with valid reasons to go unchaperoned / can’t 
request jaunting through jolts of time with thunderbolts 
peering from my fannypack / I’ll hafta play it cool act calm I 
and charm the custodians of Novikov's self-consistency I 
principle so that I’m allowed to roam unfettered I 
tethered I only to my own grand allusions. / 

entry: \ / 

don’t want \ to create the parallel paradox / I wanna / 
be free not \ just feel free / back in 2235 we all / 
moved to Canada but A Beautiful / 

Batuque called us back / 

there was still Congo 

in Kentucky - it was on a t-shirt / 

we even had a long-running sitcom about the heroes of 
The Third Civil Rights Movement / all to no end but disastrous 
results / i mean even the loss in beehives didn’t matter so what 
was all this chatter about Black Lives? our textbooks still said: 

“And God opened the gangplanks and all the blacks emerged in 
origin / battered scratched and scarred / hatching from the 
rafter’s searing heat of Heaven's un-cosmic cargo bay / these 
faceless phantasms disembarked into a second class genesis 
lasting for all time / but from the benevolence that broke them 
they learned to sing for their supper and made some really great 
music / from the Blessing-Of-Our-Demand for their appearance 
of servility they gifted us their free will (or they died) and it was 
good / Amen / so fuckin’much Amen everybody!" 

entry: 

it’s unhuman not to hate them. 


entry: 

I suppose I have to move on / behooving time to put this plan 
into action / I’ll return some 400 years ago to see if I can elect a 
black man with a suspicious pedigree president of the former 
first world / the first test of a dry-run / maybe I’ll esteem the 
black occult as was done with Mt Olympus / I think / 
yes I can. 


entry: 

maybe this’ll bring the fabled 
Engineers to fruition: a Council 
the past the present the 
the illogical / a congress of 
each a century of wisdom 
banded as one disabling 
it now: 



Drum-Corps of 
of Old Dreads co-signing 
possible the probable and 
gray Iocs / representatives / 
Bandits for Father Ptah 
historical subterfuge I can see 


our black faces on green 
In Olorun We Trust how 
I’ll become John The 
Concierge for New 
could host my naming 


money one nation under Egun 
dope is that? pure and uncut 
Conqueroo The First / 
Alkebulan / the Drum-Corps 
ceremony a djembe-circle 


with me standing in their \ ring of honor saluting all the 


Ancients uncut pure 


empowerful 


Day 12 


entry: 


my entire life I’ve been the solid citizen - shovelin’ the shit 
shootin’ the breeze to boss hogs and top guns but still a good life 
cain’t say that I personally was played the fool ...a good life 













but blacks we look at the entire wreckage not the incremental 
balms and the sub-sufficient paregorics / my personal life? it is 
wonderful, but had it not been built upon a mythology of ruin / 
this citizenship from carnage so thorough and complete / 
remember when all of Haiti had to pay 80 million dollars to 
France for freedom? stolen property paid reparations to thieves 
thief said: 

“we made you niggerkings a thing / suckled honey from your 
breasts until they bled / wed you to an everlasting cataclysmic 
system and now you must pay us back for that privilege” 

the robber-baron-banking-system / perversions to power / then 
global change killed the ice caps and Haiti sank into the sea back 
in 2052 / their flotsam flesh deemed ‘a 3rd class pollutant’ 
behind oil spills and floating islands made of plastic. 

entry: 

we are tired of saying “thank you” to devastation / ingratiating 
our offspring to armageddons easily avoided / you know for a 
people so hung up on the Paperworks O’Liberty and the 
quantum physics of anarchy why are the whites so angry that 
their cash cows kept a ledger? 

“the times they are a’changin’” 

(was Bob Dylan prophesizing me?) 

but if I can pull this off then 
from one single odalisque / 
no mere paramour but a 
Muse of all Romanticism / her 
apotheosis unparalleled / just 
and see. 


Day 16 

entry: 

it’s all really ironic that it 
Africa reading Kaku to crack open the universe / how before the 
academic elite felt useless and suicidal / so incomplete & unable 
to seize the unseen with their sciences and then Kereenyaga 


my people will all descend 
she’ll be a royal woman / 
paragon! the Mother- 
name will be Olanrewaju / 
you watch / just you wait 


c a bush-doctor from 


reached into his ‘nations sack giving metaphysics a soul / he 
said: 

“lookitchu / done broken down every galactic grain / sorted 
sifted and strained every ounce of solar shit examining 
everything / everything / but ‘deepest darkest Africa’ / the 
Igbo overlooked by layers of lettered ego / but the universe was 
never that elusive / you just weren’t looking with full sight / isn’t 
it obvious? your ‘missing’ negative matter? - the evidence all 
aligns if only you could look: it’s the black man / egun ex 
machina / but what good are exploits if all are equal, right?” 

the key to quantum cosmology came in the curing of sickle cells 
in the Congolese / at the center of the decayed cancer was the 
semen of God Hisself and thus begat the deification of Kaluza- 
Klein / all of Sweden received a nobel / all seven dwarves were 
lauded except Kereenyaga who was “ mysteriously ” killed / in 
Sweden / “skiing” / that fool is now the patron haint for black¬ 
skinned braggarts who talk too much while walking ass first into 
the lion’s den when Zwarte Piet was not enuf. 

entry: 

time travel, 
hyperspace, 
warp speed. 

we’ve scathed all of physics / left sci-fi in need of stitches / 
there’s a bordello in a black hole / we’ve given rings to Mars / a 
bustling Pluto is again a planet / the surface of the sun has a 
Starbuck’s logo that’s only seen when rising / the moon has a 
moon / it’s an amazing age this 25th century / Dannon sells a 
Greek yogurt actually made in the Minoan era (they tell Minos 
the Yangshao are big on it) / the president of our Ministry of 
Physics has been a midwife for the births of Plato Einstein and 
Bruce Springsteen / we’ve been to Heaven and Hell and the 
Cenozoic Era and yet still we won’t go near the ghetto 

not even for 
a nickel bag 
of tachyons 

unfortunately there’s been no tectonic shift in ethics. 






Day 19 


entry: 

Mandela’s bust should be on the side of a mountain not just as a 
tie-dyed silhouette on the face of antiquated currency. 


Day 25 


entry: 

think about it / be honest 

what noble quest would King Arthur endure 
reclaim his name honor throne? Arthur 
Captain Kirk Superman Bruce Willis Bruce 
Wayne / well Kenya is my Camelot / 
royal crowns in Ancient 
tales also the stuff of 
storyboards and despite 
century cinema says Sam 
just as well / not like 
acting / so yeah / let me 
spaghetti western / this 
for the goldsmiths 
ancestral art / for Tyler 
iconic bronze buffed and 


couldabeen 

this time the Middle 
Middle Earth leaving 

“this time / that 

but first / for now / 
wife because 
yesterday (like 
used to say) is no 


just to 
Doctor Who 
Wayne John 
we too had 
Congo / our 
legends and 
what classical 20th 
Jackson coulda Died Hard 
that hero role required great 
go and turn Old Tanzania into a 
is for the dark-hued alchemists / 
hewing blood and dirt into 
Perry as Songhai Gladiator his 
shirtless in every scene 


shouldabeen 

Passage runs straight through 
ores and elves to fill the diaspora 

time / next time” 

let me return home to hold my 
tonight we cherish the day as 
the old temporal travel agents 
longer promised / to anyone. 


Day 26 


entry: 

“goodbye, cruel world” 

with spear and sneer I’m off / sullen and sound / the spook 
sitting by the wormhole / steeping into orgnaic darkness for 

metallic light / this new night in shining armoire pulling cosmic 
strings / tripping around Tipler’s Cylinder until ...embers... soon 
all of this ‘now’ is just soot and embers / salting the fields as 
gravity gives way yielding ‘new’ / a ceremonious 
unremembrance to this unrequited twilight / retooling time 

“goodbye, grueling world” 

farewell to all of this lopsided overruling through hateful words 
demanding we be grateful graceful and delighted with this 
infernal servitude void of any finite terminal 

this can’t be our future! 

so through cracks in the universe I sliver into the anatomies of 
time / paradigm traveling / unraveling this hard unforgiving 
hurt / I’m only seeking Love / it’s all we’ve ever offered / but 
after all these eons the question remains: why do you here & 
now not already know this of me / commingled /we / these long 
cold centuries all? 







The Time Unraveller’s Travel Journal: The 
Sankofa Paradox 

the atmosphere swallows you 
shatters skin and bone and psyche 
7 million layers of skin 
seared away 

every cell splintered in a single second 
the soul split in halves a quarter million times 
a hurt so quick and hard it barely tickles 

in time travel (for the tourists) 
psychologists await on the other side 
physicists, physical therapists, multi-linguists, 
money lenders, money launderers, and 
tour guides... 

but you claim the cult of Legba 
and your worm-hole is the esophagus 
of voodoo traveling through Olodumare’s 
inner linings, his intestinal tracks 
and dark matters. 

atmosphere shits you out 

landing within lightning 

a momentary rorschach; 

you are reassembled in the same second 

25 million minutes away... face in the sand, 

your ass mooning the sun 

all alone in the long-dead timeline you sit 
and face the sea 

await the sirens, await the sky to shrink 
and the screaming of teeth and hair follicles 
to subsist into a collage of space and time 
clinging to the tonsils of mathematics 


but there is only the wind 
and a seagull staring... 

you smile and know yourself 
to sit in complete safety for 
the first time in all of time 


but then: your serene is overtaken 
by seven shadows / 7 exact other yous.... 
each scratching at napes and scalps, 
shaking heads, sad as shit.... 

“it’s happened again” 2 yous say 

3 others, “i was gonna say that” 

the remainders all laugh, knowingly. 

same shirts, the same scars 
from a bad day at preschool, 
the same mustard stains 
below the collar, 7 pockets 
with $8 dollars. 

and 43 

“the slave trade was massive, expansive 
beyond our abilities to truly fathom, 
more than some butterfly effect; for us 
to trample time a stampede of whales 
is needed, a Malcolm Xeroxed (if you will) 
to the point of tipping; tripping Zeus.” 

the air before you burning 
pinpricks of sun / the package of time 
with its pickling heat / the atmosphere 
pulsing and convulsing 
as Chronos smacks his lips, opens 
his throat to once again unswallow 
Auset wanting her teat milk back 







“here comes another... to the power of 4 

’’this could take some time” to the power of 2 

"ah, you beat me to it” to the power of 3 

“i have one: if a gathering of crows 
is called a murder, what’s a bundle of black 
men who travel time to an ancient shore?" 

a quintet shouts "a symphony of paradoxes!” 

“AHA, NO! ...it’s a leviathan of umbras... 
but certainly yall knew that... right?” 

the ninth steps out the void 

tripping into paradise (a 27th by tomorrow) 

“keep this up and we’ll need a bigger abacus.” 

two days hence, the 44th, with ketchup 
on a cuff and an ancient poem folded 
in a pocket written, he’ll say, in the future 
in secret orbit of a martian moon / 8:43 
tattooed below an ear: 

“ode to the lineage of a single shadow 
leviathians in slumber 
within a gracious lap 
in nap upon the labia 
of a gracious ocean." 


“at last, a trickle up!” 
“the message is out!” 
“alone we are a tribe.” 
the seagull flies away 
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